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Chapter  1  by  Mnfrmhmn 

The  young  man  trudged  forward  through  a  field  of  waving  grass  and  beneath  a  field  of  plush 
clouds  and  azure  sky.  His  body  was  scarred,  his  mind  exhausted.  But  his  determination  was 
unfettered.  For  with  him,  in  the  folds  of  his  ornamental  military  uniform,  he  carried  a  parcel.  A 
parcel  that  had  to  be  delivered,  that  had  to  reach  its  destination.  Even  if  he  did  not. 


Chapter  2  by  Mel  fjf 

For  the  contents  of  his  consignment  could  determine  the  result  of  the  most  destructive  war  the 
world  had  ever  fought  and  thus  ultimately  the  fate  of  humanity. 

"Are  we  worthy  of  salvation?"  -  he  asked  himself  -  "we  who  call  ourselves  humans,  who  consider 
our  species  to  be  the  most  advanced  socially  and  technologically .  And  yet  we  go  around  in  a 
trance,  collectively  insane,  unconsciously  destroying  the  very  planet  which  is  our  home.  But 
deep  down  this  young  soldier  knew  that  he  would  stop  at  nothing  to  end  this  pointless  war,  to 
guarantee  his  baby  girl  was  safe. 

Chapter  3  by  Joakim  Q f 

He  carried  on  for  two  days  before  sleeping  for  the  first  time.  His  body  and  mind  was  feverish. 
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Chapter  7  by  Faye  Lynch 

He  was  ready  to  collapse  in  the  dirt  to  sleep  only  6  hours  after  he  awoke.  It  wasn't  much  further 
though,  just  a  few  more  hours.  He  Had  to  make  it.  Had  to  continue.  He  knew  after  he  arrived  he 
would  have  to  leave  again  to  deliver  yet  another  weapon  or  maybe  even  bits  of  their  research. 
He  traveled  quicker  when  the  content  began  to  pierce  the  thin  paper  that  hid  it  from  sight. 

Chapter  8  by  Roggen  Wulf  [1$ 

It  was  early  afternoon  when  the  young  soldier  reached  the  crossroads.  The  day  was  clear  and 
cold,  the  sun  shining  in  the  frosty  air  and  sparkling  on  snowy  mountain  peaks.  His  once 
elaborate  uniform  no  longer  kept  the  heat  of  his  body,  and  the  makeshift  cloak  he  had  fashioned 
for  himself  on  hisjourney  was  full  of  so  many  holes  that  it  hardly  warmed  him. 

Haifa  day's  walk  behind  him  lay  the  ruins  of  Tirano,  a  lifeless  husk  fi rebombed  into  oblivion  to 
keep  the  infection  at  bay.  Ahead  of  him  rose  the  Bernina  Pass,  which  would  take  him  high  above 
the  burning  plains  of  Italy  and  deep  into  the  imposing  Swiss  Alps.  These  mountains  towered  in 
his  mind  both  angelic  and  demonic.  The  infection  had  spread  to  the  high  valleys  and  crags  of  the 
Alps  only  with  great  difficulty.  He  would  be  relatively  safe  in  there. 

The  Alps,  however,  posed  their  own  terrible  dangers.  His  errand,  one  upon  which  the  fate  of  the 
world  now  rested,  would  lead  him  to  Val  Poschiavo  and  St.  Moritz,  then  on  to  Brig,  following  the 
train  tracks  toward  Luxembourg  until  he  finally  reached  his  destination,  the  secure  city  of 
Geneve.  Nearly  one  hundred  tunnels  and  more  then  two  hundred  bridges  lay  between  St. 
Moritz  and  Brig  alone.  The  prospect  daunted  the  soldier,  sending  a  barb  of  icy  fear  through  his 
heart,  making  him  stop  to  catch  his  breath. 


Brig  was  still  a  long  way  ahead  in  his  future.  He  was  not  even  in  the  Alps  yet.  Passodel  Bernina 
was  his  most  immediate  concern,  the  start  of  this  next  most  treacherous  leg  of  hisjourney.  He 
had  failed  his  sister,  his  wife,  and  perhaps  his  country,  but  while  his  infant  daughter  still  lived  in 
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Such  were  the  soldier's  crossroads.  Tirano  was  lifeless,  and  thus  free  of  infection.  He  could 
return  there  and  hide  from  his  mission,  from  failure  and  death,  until  he  succumbed  to  whatever 
horrors  lay  in  that  decimated  wreck  of  a  city.  Or  he  could  follow  the  train  tracks  and  face  the 
fate  that  the  Alps  had  in  store  for  him. 

The  moment  had  come  for  him  to  decide.  To  flee  or  to  go  onward;  these  were  now  his  only 
choices. 


the  end 
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